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Till T conuentently could fend so Rcmis. 

But when 1 came tome minute ere the time 
Ot her awaking, here vntimcly lay, 

The noble r Parit t and true Remto dead. 

She wakes, and I intreated her ccme forth 
And beare this worke of Heauen with patience s 
But then a noy fe did fcare me from the T ombe. 

And (he too defperate would not goe with me : 

But as it feemes, did violence on her felte. 

All this 1 know, and to the Mariageher Nurfe is priuy: 

And if ought in this mifearryed by my fault, 

Let myold life be facrific’d feme houre before the tunc, 

Vnto the rigour of feuereft Law. 

*Prin. We ftill haue knowne thee for a holy man, 

Where’s Romeos man ? what can he fay to this ? 

‘Balth. I brought my Matter newes of loliets death, 

And then in port he came from tJMontua, 

To this fame place. To this fame Monument 

This letter he early bid me giue his Father, 

And threatnedme with death, going in the Vault, 

ifl departed not, and left him there. 

prin. Giue me the Letter,I will looke on it. 

Where is the Counties Page that rais’d the watch ? 

Sirrah what made your Matter in this place • 

’Boj.Hc came with flowers to ftrew his Ladies gtaue. 

And bid me ttand aloofc, and fo I did, 

Anonccmes one with light to opc the Tombe, 

Andby and by my Matter drew on him. 

Their coutfe ofLo«e the tidings of her death, 

And here he writes that he did buy a P°y ton 
Of a poore Pothecarie, and there wit.hall, 

Came to this Vault, to dye and lye wth /« '» ' • 

Where be thefe enemies? Caplet, UMouttaguti 
See what a fcourge is laid vpon your hate? 

That Heauen finds meaoes to kill yoortoyesw » ^ 
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e>j uccMtHAtsa Juliet. 

And 1 for winking at your difeords too, 

Haue loft a brafe of Kinfmen, all are puniflit. 

Cop. O brother Monologue, giue me thy hand, 
‘This is my daughters ioynturc, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Motto. But I can giue thee more, 

For I wili rayfe her ftatuc in pure gold, 

That whiles Zferouo by that name is knowne, 
There fhall no figure at that rate be fet, 

As that of true and faithfuil IxUet. 

Cop. As rich (hall Romeos by his Ladies lie, 
Poore Sacrifices ofour enmitie. 

Prin. A glooming peace this morning with it brin 
The Sun for forrow will not fliew his head : 

Goe hence to haue more talke of thefe fad things. 
Some (hall be pardoned, an d ferae puniflred. 

For neuer was a Storie of more woe, 

Then this of luUtt and her Romeo. 
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